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surgeon being suspiciously taciturn) why nobody was
vaccinated before we left Durban,

i sat on the first-class deck, with my new-
made friends, when I heard a raucous commotion on
the foredeck which, as usual in Oriental emigrant
steamers had nearly every inch crowded with returning
Hindus.

Beneath us I saw the surgeon and several officers
expostulating with some men who had half emerged out
of a dirty staircase leading into the engine-room. They
were lascars, slight-built but unbelievably tough black
labourers, who worked in stokeholds where white men
would have dropped from heat-stroke.

"They won't be vaccinated/' called the doctor when
he saw us upstairs.

Again and again the men shook their tousled, greasy
heads of hair, and although their behaviour amounted
to a mild kind of mutiny the Captain determined not
to take risks. The inoculation never took place. Shortly
after the ship signalled the port officer that a pilot was
needed to take her out to sea.

Inhambane Bay looked almost glassy, but the Portu-
guese navigator who came alongside in a boat yelled
that a hurricane was blowing down the Mozambique
Channel from Madagascar and not for all the Saints
would he or anybody else in the town bring us over
the bar.

A good deal of telescope gazing from the crow's nest
showed very rough water beyond the harbour heads.
Nevertheless the German captain bellowed rudely at